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Not seen by faction or owl's sight,
Whose trouble is the clearest light.
.But treasures to their eye, and ear,
That love good for itself, not fear.
Oh, smile 011 what yourselves have made!
These have no form, no sun, no shade,
But what your virtue doth create;
Exalted by your glorious fate,
They'll tower to heaven, next which, they know,
And wish no blessedness but you.

That very look into each eye           {The Masquers move.

Hath shot a soul, I saw it fly.
Descend, move nimbly, and advance,
Your joyful tribute in a dance.

Here, with loud music, the Masquers descend and dance
their entry to the violins; which ended, they retire to the
scene, and then the Hours and Chori again move toward
the State and sing.

SONG VI.

They that were never happy Hours
Till now, return to thank the powers
That made them so.
The Island doth rejoice,
And all her waves are echo to our voice,
Which, in no ages past, hath known
Such treasures of her own.
Live, royal pair, and when your sands are spent
With Heaven's and your consent,
Though late, from your high bowers,
Look down on what was yours;
Tor, till old Time his glass hath hurled,
And lost it in the ashes of the world,
We prophesy, you shall be read and seen,
In every branch, a king or queen.